TWO SYMPHONIES

looked at me, but being unable as yet to guess the motive
of it, went on unconcernedly:

"You know I have always liked reading better than
climbing."

"Yes, my dear boy/* said I, returning his glance with
one as searching; "but are not lessons in harmonium
playing even more attractive than reading?"

No doubt he felt himself blush, for he put his hand to
his forehead, as though to shade his eyes from the lamp-
light, but he recovered himself almost immediately, and
went on in a voice I could have wished less steady:

"Do not blame me too much, Father. I did not mean to
hide anything from you and you have only forestalled by
a very little the confession I was preparing to make you,"

He spoke deliberately, as if he were reading the words
out of a book, finishing his sentences with as much calm
as if it were a matter in which he had no concern, Ihe
extraordinary self-possession he showed brought my
exasperation to a climax. Feeling that I was about to
interrupt him, he raised his hand, as jnuch as to say, "No,
you can speak afterwards; let me finish first." But I
seized his arm and shook it.

"Oh," I exclaimed impetuously, "I would rather never
see you again than have you trouble the purity of
Gertrude's soul. I don't want your confessions! To abuse
infirmity, innocence, candour! What abominable cowar-
dice! I should never have thought you capable of it.
And to speak of it with such cold-blooded unconcern!
. .. Understand mfc; it is I who have charge of Gertrude
and I will not suffer you to speak to her, to touch her, to
see her for one single day more."

"But, Father," he went on as calmly as ever, driving
me almost beside myself, "you may be sure that I respect
Gertrude as much as you do. You are making a strange
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